S Newbury St., vostou, 


May 2, 1919, 


My dearest Helen; 
I should have sent you and Annie a word 

of "cheero" before this, BUT! - sow you think i wili 
deal out the usual thumb-ewors deck of excuses, ily deck is 
not new and yet not old, But it is very stiff. The 
American humorist who said that life is just one damned Her 
after anotner was inerror, for things do not happen ¥ 
serially; they come in flocks, herds, crowds. Since I 
came home I have been half crazy with an inflamed 
antrum; the antrum is a cave in the face; mine felt 
like Lamuoth Cave, full of stalagmites or something less 
beautiful, For the last day or two I have been 
funeral director and ja:itor. The man who was supposed to 
be the care-taker in this house was killed ( in a fight 
I suspect). There seemed to be nobody else to take 
charge of things. So I have been @exitime dealing with 
undertakers, priests and others who handle mortuary 
affairs, keeping an eye on my aunt who is plucky but 
naturally perturbed, and bossing two hysterical Irish 
eee? whe wife and sister, both incompetent. The wife 
has two small children and other one coming. But 
wise of this woe. You will understand why my type- 
writer has been inactive, 

I am eager to hear about the revised film. I wonder if 
its satisfies Teacher and Dr. Miller and Mir. Platt. I do 
not believe that our combined ana unenimous enthusiasm 


can heave been mistaken, But videre est credere, Let me 


know as soon as a decision is reached, Then I can go 
ahead with the arrangements about GE books. 

A beautiful mess in Europe! The May Day denonstrationg 
only a symptom, and that not honestly reported by the 
doctors ot diplomacy and print. The worse, the better. 

The hopeful thing is the (complete /inninent Jfailure of the 
‘ne2,ce conference end all its nefarious works, the utter 
discredit of all that outworn crowd of world-managers. 


“Love to all. 


JOHANNES, 


3 Newbury St., Boston, 


May 10, 1919. 


My dearest Helen; 


If, as you say, the film is getting to be 


a protractec nuisance, then at least we know that it is 


true to life. I hope that the nuisance may end soon 
and that the .protraction may be better than life, 
and beyond it in Milton's sense, 

I will obey one item of the doctor's orders = come 
to New York as often as possible; it all cepends on 
means and opportunity. 

I feel rather hopeful today under the influence of 
odors less poetic than the roses in your garden but 

‘as tonic to the soul and prosaically vital. They 
are cleaning the house. A hearty smell of soap 
prevails where erstwhile bloomed stale fish and 
carpets that had forgotten the broom. Auntie 


has secured two angels who know how to make a 


bed and sweep under it. I touch wood heavily with both hands 


and pray that the angels fall not to the pit. This is 
joke. It isa serious thing to live in a state of 
respectable squalor. I'd rather sweat honestly in 
overalls than try to keep my fine linen white in 

such a@ room as this has been. Indeed I teke credit to 
myself that I have kept personally decent in a place 
where the only adequate footgear had been stilts 

( stilts to the body, understand; my spiritual and 
literary style has kept simple, pure and flat!) 


My aunt is in high spirits because the woman 


no 


ae 
brought her a nice breakfast and tidied her room, 
I got so excited at the prospect of being able to 
write a polite note without danger that the back page 
should be smooched beyond the limits of pardonable 
inelegance that I cleaned up my desk with my own 
unfair hands, detached cigarette Stubs from aged 
papers and spread a new piece of blotting paper, 

I did not see the Marshall interview, You will 

show it to me the next time I come to Forest Hills. 

If you sent a copy here it would be cleaned up, 

The destruction of papers now f0ing on in ny room is e 
Slorious relief but indiscriminate. [| Cannot separate 
the sheep from the goats, the golden parcnoment from 
the printed punk = and I don't care. I am almost 

in danger of beginning to like this room, even if zt 
is ina murky town, whose deep and dark depravity 

con never be cleansed, 

No, they are not repairing the burying grounds of Boston; 
they are digging them up to make the inhabitants subscribe 
to the Victory Loan. All hail the Victory Loan! 

But damn the huckster and hoodlun methods of some of the 
vendors of the bonds! 


I will see you S00n. Love to all, 


tle 


Oe cod 


3 Newbury St., Boston, 


June 26, 1919, 


uy dearest dielen: 

If wishes were Pullman cars this beggar woubd 
be riding. sxcut circumstances seem to. be more powerful than 
wishes and desires. I cannot come to New York tomorrow, Tor 
many reasons, the pies aa ton of which would simply bore you, 
Let us celebrate your birthday when we can really celebrate, 
with relative freedom from anxiety and a sense of ample leisure; 
when 80 many hard screws are being turned it is impossible 
to have a good time. What da we care ahout dates? Dates 
concern creditors, bill-collectors, historians and other 
unimaginative persons, It is enough that once upon a time you 
arrived in the world; the day happened to be the e7th of June. 
But you and I will not be bound by the calendar; eT rejoice 
over the Senoeaone eceeites { as the after-dinner orators say) 
just as well on the 7th of July, or whenever people with an 
oppressive sense of time cease their oppressions, Today they 
are importunate and relentless and I cannot escape them, But 
wait a while and do not forget to lay in a modest stock before 
the first of July, .another oppressive date, and we will 
have a care-free jollification. 


Much love to the household, 


Vie ( 


25 Seminole Ave., Forest Hills, 


October 27, 1919, 


ity dear Helen: 

Here is a sweet little note from 
that crippled child in Austria to whom you sent 
your picture, It has been let translated into 


quite delightful English; I wish I could do as 


g00d a job in German, wiich I believe we are now 


allowed to speak of with respect. But we 
are not allowed German opera in liew York; 
officaldom and mobdom stopped it. 

Teach” and Polly have gone to the dentist, 
and I have spent the afternoon abusing your 
typewriter and some of your correspondents, 
though I treated most of them with benevolent 
courtesy. 

Arturo telegraphs that "iy friend Sodero 
whom you:met at Rotolo's has written an 
extraordinary poem for Soprano and Orchestra 


on the Italian text 6f your Song of the Dark 


It will be the chéef attraction at a monster concert 


at the Brooklyn Academy of i.usig on iovemher 9 


where it will be sung by iiss Easton of the 


Opera 
Metropolitan Sxxkextxx accompanied by the 


full Metropolitan Orchestra It will be a 
homentous evening You must come." We 
shall probebly go to hear this. 

There is no definite news of the picture 
and we are afraid it has gone to join the lost 
masterpieces, iiaturally the household is a 
little despondent. But we are not dead yet. 
And there are many things to be done in this 
wild world, So be of good cheer, even as you 
advise others to be when you shoot sermons of 
brotherhood at then, I liked much your letter to 
Mr. Hearne and made a copy of it, minus one 
word which you had carelessly dropped into a 
place that it didn't fit. Careless child!. 
Which reminds me that I am careless,too, for I 
have forgotten to turn out the gas under a stew 
that Polly left in my keeping. I must run,.... 
It seems to be all right, and I have escaped a 
scolding, 

Love to all 
John 


